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" Weren't your chiefs or your comrades anxious about you ? Or your family ? "
" I was a bachelor. I used to go and see my parents once a week or once a fortnight. They weren't likely to be surprised at the hotel where I lived, either. I slept out so often. So far as the station was concerned, I was out of luck. The Russian Sovereigns were paying a visit. Everything was more or less topsy-turvy. Still, my chief got worried about my absence. He even sent to look for me in the quarries. But I had merely spoken about a gallery, without being more definite than that. I don't know whether they looked very thoroughly. I recognise that it was a hard job."
" Somebody found you finally ? "
" No. Finally I succeeded in struggling out of some of ray bonds, thanks to a movement which I hadn't thought of trying before. Perhaps, too, it was because I had got thin. You've no idea how thin one can get in four days, especially when one is a heavy feeder, as I was."
" You mean to say that nobody came into that gallery in four days ? "
" No. It was the most remote of all of them."
" Or anywhere near it ? "
"I suppose not. I told you that the population kept shifting."
Quinette found some difficulty in disguising the nature of his curiosity. He drove back certain questions that rose to his lips, and compelled them to take another way round or wear a mask.
<c At the very gates of Paris ? It's almost incredible. I suppose the police have cleaned it all up by now ? "
cc I don't think so. We may have made a few raids. There were times, as I say, when it cleaned itself up. Besides, it's private property."
c* The quarries aren't being worked any more ? "
" The last time I was there, I saw a spur track and a couple of ttucks. I got the impression that they were tinkering about in one of the galleries."

